ERECHTHEUS.

Flowers that the winter can blast not or bend;
A light upon earth as the sun's own flame,

A name as his name,
Athens, a praise without end.                         150

A noise is arisen against us of waters,             \str. i.

A sound as of battle come up from the sea.
Strange hunters are hard on us, hearts without pity ;
They have staked their nets round the fair young

city,

That   the sons of her strength and   her virgin
daughters

Should find not whither alive to flee.
And we know not yet of the word unwritten, [Ant. i.

The doom of the Pythian we have not heard ;
From the navel of earth and the veiled mid altar
We wait for a token with hopes that falter,         160
With fears that hang on our hearts thought-smitten

Lest her tongue be kindled with no good word.
O thou not born of the womb, nor bred           [Str, 2.

In the bride-night's warmth of a changed God's bed,
But thy life as a lightning was flashed from the light

of thy father's head,